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aeons of scandalous oppression, oppression of neolithic men
by metal-bearing men, of Durotriges by Romans, of Roman-
ized Celts by Saxons, of Saxons by Normans, and, for centuries
upon centuries, of all those who weren't "gentry" by all those
who were!
As he stared out of the window, turning the motions of the
rooks above the stationer's roof into the beatings of his thought
against the mystery of custom, he began wondering in what
directions, through what psychic cracks and crannies, all the
stored-up retribution for these ancient wrongs was now, this
very day, finding its outlet. An outlet of some sort, surely, it
must find: but what, and where?
"The man of his mother's" had assured him on Candlemas
night that there were times when Maiden Castle, when "Pum-
mery," when Maumbury Rings, came to life again! Did they
come to life "with a vengeance" for all the wrongs they had
known under the sun? And was the cruelty of that atrocious
"justice" that strangled and burnt Mary Channing something
that must still be avenged? "And am I," he thought, "going
to prove the mouth-piece of that retribution ?'*
Impulsively he pushed back his breakfast things, and with-
out bothering to remove the towel from his desk, pulled his
ink-pot towards him and began writing at top speed.
As he wrote, with the balmy May air blowing in upon him
and the clatter of the traffic mixing with the rhythm of his
thought, he felt as though he really had become a "medium"
for the expression, not only of one unavenged wrong, but of a
thousand, all interpenetrating one another, all overlapping and
perforating one another, like separate magnetic currents within
one great heaving sea of psychic tragedy!
He wrote furiously for about half an hour, letting the feeling
that obsessed him pass, as it seemed, from his receptive soul
into the words formed by his pen, as if he had been a bodiless
presence himself, rather than a bony, middle-aged man bending
over a cluttered table.
When he laid down his pen at last he gave a great sigh of
relief and a wave of extraordinary well-being flowed through
him, singularly at variance with the tragic nature of what he
had been writing.
He got up then, and straightened his back, forcing his fists
so violently into the depths of his trouser pockets that the

